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Pneumonia 


lzzy 

We're back home from touring for a few months and it's nice to be off the road; at least | think it is. Slash 
loves touring, he'd do it all the time if he had his way but | like being at home; especially when all | really have 
to do is write music, ride my motorcycle and spend time with the beautiful boy who holds my heart in his 
hands. Being back in LA has been hard for both of us; "friends" coming out of the woodwork and people all over 
us everywhere we go. Its made it hard to go out anywhere without being recognized or swarmed by fans. 
"Sweet Child" hit it big on MTV and the response from fans has been huge. But literally having our clothes 
ripped by a crazy mob sucks. We can't go clubs-people are swarming all over us. We can't go and hang out in 
the dingy bars on the strip that we like-people swarm us. Slash and | can't even go to dinner; we tried once 
and people wouldn't leave us alone long enough to eat! Don't get me wrong it's great to have fans and money 
and anything you want at your fingertips but its scary as hell to walk into a bar and be surrounded by tons 
of people pushing you up against a wall and pulling your clothes off your body. 


Everybody's dealing with it in a different way. Slash and | spend a lot of our time numbing ourselves to it by 
getting high. Duff drinks like a fish, Steven's out of control with the drugs, and Axl, well he spends most of his 


time either locked in his room or beating up his girlfriend Erin We haven't really spoken much since the night 
he showed up at my hotel room at four in the morning. He's been messing with Slash though. Slash said he 
tried to come on to him one night backstage like he did with me; ever since then he makes sure he sticks close 
to me or Duff when forced to be in situations where he'd have to be in the same place as Axl for very long. | 
haven't said anything to Axl; I'm afraid it would make it worse. Telling him to stay the fuck away from Slash 
would only make him go after him; better not to give him any attention because that's what he's trying to get. 


The record company has moved us out of our shitty apartment and into a nice house in the hills. Everyone 
has their own rooms and there are balconies and a swimming pool. When no one's home | like to fuck Slash in 
that pool..but then | like doing that anywhere and everywhere. Finding new places to fuck has become a little 
game between us. | found a private beach with an absentee owner where we can lay in the shade under the 
deck of the empty house and have sex and sleep all day with no one bothering us. Slash found a dusty storage 
room above the recording studio where we're working on a few acoustic songs for an EP. | found a way onto 
the roof of one of the shitty bars we hang out in. Being somewhere we're not supposed to be adds some 
excitement to what's already great sex. 

The relationship isn't getting old either, maybe because we give each other space. Slash doesn't complain when | 
go and ride my motorcycle alone for hours and | don't complain that he hangs out in the private rooms at the 
Cathouse and fucks strippers. It's not like | don't still fuck my fair share of girls. They're everywhere and 
constantly offering favors so we all take advantage of it. But he still wakes up wrapped around me in the 
morning so | don't care how many chicks he fucks; all of us want pussy and it's readily available so he might 


as well get as much as he wants as long as he only loves me. 


That's the other reason it never gets old because for the first time someone genuinely loves me. He's not 
using me, he doesn't ask for anything, he doesn't argue with me, he's not jealous, he just loves me. When he 
comes home he always brings me something to eat, he always asks about what | did during the day, he lets 
me ramble on about whatever it is I've been thinking about all day, he's happy to lay in bed and watch TV and 
let me hold him. He always makes sure to pick up cigarettes and gin for me when he stops at the liquor store 
to buy his jack and his own smokes. | think my favorite thing though is the fact that | get one of his gorgeous 
smiles every time he sees me. Yes, there are things that aggravate me like the fact that he would sleep all 
day if | let him and that he's a slob and leaves his dirty clothes all over my room and the bathroom instead 
of just putting them in the hamper. He never rinses out the sink when he shaves and it makes me want to 
smack him sometimes but those are little things compared to everything he does to make me feel cared for. | 
just pick up his clothes and rinse out the bathroom sink. 


One of the other things | really love is playing guitar with him. Writing music with him is so easy. It's not like 
writing with Axl who criticizes everything | do. Slash will tell me if he doesn't like something but he's not an 
asshole about it; he'll just shake his head and say "Nah" maybe try this and suggest some other riff and we 
go back and forth until we put together something we like. Besides, nothing is sexier than the sight of him in a 
pair of ripped jeans- shirtless and barefooted with a guitar in his hands and a cigarette hanging out of his 
mouth. This is why | we end up fucking instead of writing a good bit of the time and why there's a "no fucking 
in the loft" rule. The loft is off of the living room and it's where all of us go to write. Axl of all people caught 
us making out up there and | had just gotten my hand down Slash's pants after struggling to get myself into 
his lap in place of his guitar when the red-headed whirlwind of vitriol came striding up the stairs. He started 


shrieking the second he laid eyes on us: "Hey! You two cannot fuck wherever the hell you want when we all live 


here! | don't want to see anybody fucking in this loft! Not you two, not Duff, not Steven, it's a sacred space!" 


"We're not fucking, we're making out," Slash says from the couch where he's pinned underneath me. | smirk at 


him and steel myself for Axl's reply. 


"Making out leads to fucking! Whatever the fuck you two are doing don't do it up here! Especially the two of 
youl | don't want to fucking see this shit!" 


"Fuck the hell off Axl!" | snarl, dangerously close to jumping up and hitting him. Slash knows this too and 
tightens his grip on my waist to keep me from starting a fight. 


Ok," Slash says, butting into the conversation. "No making out or fucking in the loft, we get it. No big deal. My 
eyes are still flashing in anger; | want to beat the shit out of Axl, I've wanted to do it for months but | 
haven't for the sake of the band as a whole. Slash is softly stroking my stomach as a signal for me to calm 
down and pay attention to him, not Axl. Its because of him that | want to kill Axl right now anyway; well not 
because of him but for him. It's one thing if Axl messes with me but | still haven't forgiven him for slipping 
his hand into the waistband of Slash's pants onstage causing an instant hard-on and all kinds of trouble 
between us. It took me a couple of weeks to stop worrying myself to death over the situation and my poor 
baby doll kept having to reassure me over and over and over that he loved me. | was sure that Axl was going 
to pop out from behind every corner and try and steal Slash away from me. He didn't though; | think when he 
came to our hotel room that same night and | asked him if he wanted to play with my toys he finally got the 
idea that Slash and | weren't just a fling. Duff says that seeing Slash and me together is like getting smacked in 
the face with a wet blanket full of mush; that the feelings between us are impossible not to notice and that 
they're undeniably mushy. | guess Axl got smacked with that bag. But I'm so crazy about Slash that | can't 
feel anything but mushy, lovey-dovey things. He takes care of me, he protects me, he loves me, and he's 


everything to me. What would | be without him? A lonely motherfucker that's what. 


The night that Axl had come pounding on our hotel room door had been the beginning of two weeks of hell. | 
thought it was all the stress caused by Axl that started the migraines again; which it may have been but 
after Slash put me to bed for the last time that night | slept for almost lb hours. He wouldn't let anyone in 
our room to wake me up because he knew how badly | needed the sleep. Doug Goldstein had a minor shit fit in 
the hallway outside of our hotel room that | slept through because he wanted me to go to an interview and 
Slash wouldn't let him anywhere near me. Goldstein didn't fucking care if | was sick, he just wanted to collect 
his fee for presenting me to the interviewer. He and Axl wanted to goand basically drag me out of bed and 
down the hall but Slash wasn't having it. He told them I'd gotten sick the night before and that | needed rest 
and kept them away from me. It was a good thing he let me rest because it turns out | had the beginnings of 


pneumonia. 


| know | was a miserable asshole for the next two weeks because | couldn't smoke with pneumonia and | felt 
like hell. My head throbbed and my chest ached and my throat felt like it was full of broken glass when | 
swallowed and every muscle in my body hurt from coughing. On top of that | was irritable as fuck because | 
was going through nicotine withdrawl. Slash put up with all of my shit though and fed me and gave me 


antibiotics and made sure | used my inhaler twice a day. He forced me to drink way more water than | 
normally would have so that my fever would stay down and | wouldn't get dehydrated. Shooting up dehydrates 
you; makes you piss like a racehorse. | needed some of those fluids to stay in me to help my body get rid of 
the infection in my lungs. | was still getting Slash to shoot me up regularly so at least | had to the smack to 


calm me down and keep me from ripping everyone's head off because | couldn't have cigarettes. 


Slash basically went into nursemaid mode after we got home. He wiped me down with a cold rag to cool my 
skin when the fever would leave me feeling like | was on fire. He would bathe me and feed me and he kept 
everyone who wanted anything from me away for two weeks and just cared for me. He cleaned everything 
every day making sure no germs were lingering which | found to be hilarious given that he's such a slob most 
of the time; but laughing led to coughing which led to pain so | tried not to do it. The doctors said stress 
lowers your immunity and that | have intense reactions to certain situations, like Axl bringing up shit from 
years ago that | want to pretend never happened. They also said | need to drink less; that my heart's not 
processing fluid the way it should be and that this is probably why | got pneumonia in the first place. But if | 


drank less | shot up more and one is just as bad for you as the other one. 


Finally one morning the fever broke and over the next couple of days | felt better. After three more days of 
laying in bed | felt like getting up and | dragged Slash into the shower with me and made love to him there for 
the next hour or so. God how | had missed the sound of his quiet moans when | was inside of him. | had 
forgotten how hot and tight he was around me and how amazing it felt in that second when | was entering him 
; how the warmth and squeezing of his muscles made me moan out loud. It felt even better after our two 
weeks of forced abstinence. After giving him an orgasm that made him turn totally red and yell my name 


multiple times | came harder than | had for weeks before | got sick. 


The afterglow found us back in our bed cuddling and kissing; my god | loved him. He was so beautiful to me and 
all mine. | had never had anything so good. | lay there and just watched him smiling at me, sparkling brown 
eyes, silky black curls that he tried to hide those eyes behind, and those full lips that drove me crazy in so 
many ways. When we both get our breath back | lay beside him with his head on my chest and my arm 
around his waist tracing small circles on his back with my fingers. He plays with the ends of my long hair. | 
love that tiny, unconscious gesture because it's so intimate. You could only touch someone like that if you 
were very close them and you were sure your affections wouldn't freak them out. | spent a lot of nights when 
| had pneumonia with my head on Slash's chest, breathing in a cloud of steam from a vaporizer with Slash 
stroking the ends of my hair watching movie after movie; both of us higher than a kite. Even though | was so 
sick those were two of the best weeks of my life; laying in my baby doll's arms all day was something that 
really had no comparison. 

He got restless sometimes though and | would send him to down to Canter's to get something to eat or to the 


liquor store for booze and magazines and cigarettes that | couldn't smoke. 


One good thing about being sick was that | had to learn how to express myself in ways that didn't include 
fucking. | had to learn how to express myself with words that weren't part of a song which is generally the 
only time | use words to express anything. | learned how to tell him how much | loved and appreciated him. 
When somebody's carrying you back and forth to the bathroom to take a piss because your own head and 
body ache too much to think about staggering down the hall by yourself appreciation takes on a whole new 


meaning. Good thing | was so skinny from starving most of the time and he had muscles from constantly 
playing guitar. | guess he could have helped me stumble down the hall; instead if he knew | was feeling 
especially terrible he would scoop me up in his arms, cradle me against his chest and carry me to the 
bathroom that we shared with Duff. | adored him for that. | have never been so sick in my life; even when | 
OD'd and ended up in the hospital for several days a few years ago | didn't feel as bad as | did the first week | 


had pneumonia. 


Slash's unquestioning, unwavering care for me in whatever way | needed was emotionally overwhelming at first. 
| was used to taking care of myself no matter what the situation was and that first time he picked me up and 
carried into the bathroom in the hotel surprised me; so did his fierce protection of me from management the 
next day when | was so sick and just needed to sleep. When | couldn't get out of bed the day after that and 
my fever hit 103 he put me in a limo and drove me to the nearest ER. Armed with an x-ray that showed 
pneumonia in my lungs he made management agree to fly us home. The Aerosmith leg of the tour had finished 
anyway and Geffen was in the process of signing us to open for someone else but we took a vote and decided 
to take a break and go home. We were all exhausted and wanted to go home so me being sick gave us an 
excuse. We had moved our things into the new house just before we left and it was a nice place to come home 
to. We hadn't really had any furniture when we moved so Geffen had rented a whole house full of it for us. | 
was in love with the mattress | had picked out and was thrilled to be sleeping on it again. 


Geffen had flown us home on a private plane and | slept on a pillow in Slash's lap the whole way home much to 
the irritation of Doug Goldstein who had allowed a couple of photographers on the plane with us. Pictures of 
Slash and | together would sell for a lot of money but the fines that would come with the publication of each 
picture are a pretty big deterrent; so are the lawsuits that would follow. The two guys with cameras work for 
RIP magazine which is owned by Lonn Friend who is our friend so they don't push it when Doug tells them that 
taking pictures of me snuggled up and passed out on my lover's lap isn't going to be allowed. Slash and | crash 
in the back of the plane and the other three guys sit up front with the photographers and drink. | don't 
remember much of the flight or the drive home afterwards | just remember being carried into the house by 
a pair of strong, leather clad arms. Axl sat in the front of the plane and gave interviews about how happy 


everyone was about the success of our album and how close he and his girlfriend Erin were. So much bullshit. 


Slash patiently nursed me back to health for the next thirteen days or so. He never seemed unsure of what 
he should do for me, never acted like he didn't want to take care of me, never questioned anything, he just did 
things. The first thing he did when we came in was give me a shower, change me into a clean pair of boxers 
and shoot me up. | spent the rest of the afternoon in a benumbed haze drifting in and out of sleep. | was 
vaguely aware of Slash sleeping beside me and every now and then | would wake up to someone stroking my 
face or soft lips being pressed to my shoulder as he turned over in the bed When | woke up hours later he 
was watching TV and he looked over at me when | stretched beside him. "Hey gorgeous, you finally awake?" he 
asked me and leaned over to kiss my forehead. 


"Unfortunately, | groaned and immediately started coughing. | couldn't catch my breath and my chest hurt, shit 
this sucked. Slash sat me up and rubbed my back until | could breathe again. Then he gave me some water, 
two pills and a little cup full of cough syrup loaded with codeine. Great stuff, the urge to cough went away 
immediately. "My head hurts," | whimper. Can you get me some of those pills the doctor gave me for my 


headache?" | ask him. He goes into the bathroom and comes back with the bottle and gives me two. 
‘Izzy you need to eat, especially after taking those antibiotics | just gave you, are you hungry?" he asks me. 
"No," | reply. | don't want anything." 


"Well I'm going to heat some soup up for you and you need to eat it, understand me? You have to eat 


something so your body has energy to fight the pneumonia ok?"" he asks me quietly. 


"Fine," just soup though, | tell him. He nods and comes back with a bowl of canned chicken noodle soup and a 
cup of hot tea loaded with sugar; just the way | like it. | sit up and he more or less feeds me the soup. When 
its gone | sip the tea and | have to admit | do feel a tiny bit better with something in my stomach. | manage 
to stay awake for a little while and watch TV with Slash who seems content to just hold me; like | said, he 
never asks for anything he knows I'm not prepared to give and even then it's only sex or dope. The next two 
weeks go pretty much the same week and | get stronger much faster than | would have if | was taking care 


of myself. The only good thing to come out of having pneumonia was how much more in love | was with Slash. 


The sex happens now 


Slash 


Holy shit! | had almost forgotten how good sex with Izzy feels. He'd been sick for two weeks with pneumonia 
and today's the first day he really seems to feel good. He'd gotten up and headed for the shower this morning 
and | heard the water turn on and closed my eyes to back to sleep but then Izzy's back. He pulls the blankets 
away from me and runs his hand up my back. "Want to shower with me baby doll?" he asks and grins. He 
must be feeling better because he's smiling; | haven't seen that smile in almost two weeks! 


"Mmm," | groan "are you feeling better gypsy boy?" He doesn't answer; he just captures my lips with his and 
pushes me onto my back. | kiss him back hungrily; I'm starving for his touch. I've missed this more than | 
knew. His hands roam over my body and when he strokes my cock | gasp; surprised at the pulse that runs 


through it when his fingers wrap around me. 
He laughs softly "Miss me much pretty baby?" he questions me. 


"Just a little," | answer and he pumps me again. "Izz!" | cry out and he fuses his lips to mine again. | let him 
pull me out of bed and lead me down the hall to the bathroom and into the shower. Both of us need this so 
fucking bad but in true Izzy fashion he slows the pace down. Like | need much to get worked up! | feel his 


erection rub against mine and my hands grip his hips and pull him into me; grinding myself hard against him. 


"Slow down baby doll," why are you always in such a hurry? We don't have anything else to do," he whispers in 


my ear. 


"I know | just want you so much," | pant as he runs his tongue down the side of my neck and then nips at my 
collar bone. | return his caresses eagerly, nibbling on his earlobe when he comes up for air. Finally after playing 
with me for god knows how long he picks up a bottle of conditioner and slicks his fingers up with it. 


"Turn around and put your hands on the wall," he growls, his voice thick with want. | do as he asks and he 
smears my opening with the thick, slippery substance. He moves slowly, pushing one finger into me and sucking 
on the base of my neck. | whine when he pushes a second finger into me and he brings his free hand up to 
stroke my cock so I'll have something to think about other than the fact that my ass is hurting. When he 
finally eases his second finger all the way in he starts to stretch me; slowly scissoring his fingers back and 
forth; making sure that I'll be open enough to take him. He knows what he's doing and his fingers glide up and 
over my prostate and | cry out in a rush of pleasure. "That's it baby, you like that?" he asks and does it again 
drawing another moan out of me. | feel Izzy's grip tighten around my cock He keeps moving his fingers, knowing 
that he's making me feel incredible and whispering in my ear about how he's been wanting me for weeks, about 
how big my cock is and how he's been waiting to feel me inside of him, about how tight | am and how he can't 


wait until he's inside of me. 


| feel tension building inside of me, Izzy's carefully aimed touch inside of my body is making me go weak in the 


knees and l'm leaning heavily on the wall. He's using his fingers to stroke and tease and he knows l'm close to 
blowing my load. "Izzy, I'm gonna cum baby..!" | blurt out to him. 


"I know, you always cum for me baby doll; who else makes you feel this good?" he asks wickedly. 


"Nobody," | moan and just keep moaning as his touch causes waves of pleasure to ripple through me. Then my 
groin tightens and | explode in Izzy's hand grunting like some kind of animal. Out of the corner of my eye | see 
him smile and he plays until | grip the hand he has wrapped around my dick; | need the sensation to stop for a 


few minutes. 


"I love watching you cum baby doll," he whispers into my neck. | whimper and he slides his fingers out of me 
chuckling. He turns me around; his hand moving to the back of my neck and his lips on mine. His kiss is deep 
and filled with emotion. His tongue gently prods my lips and | open my mouth and practically dissolve into his 
kisses. He explores my mouth and | do the same; two weeks of longing pouring out through my lips. | groan into 
his mouth and fist his hair with one hand; the other around his waist pulling him close to me. My hand moves 
from his hair down his back and around the front of his body, moving over the familiar planes of his chest 
and down his stomach. He sucks in his breath in anticipation as my fingers slide over the dark trail of hair 


running from his belly button down to the dark hair surrounding his cock. 
"| love you Izzy; god damnit | love you so much," | murmur into neck. 


"I love you too baby doll, more than anything," he replies and another one of those beautiful but rare smiles 
lights up his face. | crush my mouth into his and hold him against me as tightly as | possibly can He kisses 
back and presses his body into mine, wrapping himelf around me; both of us trying in vain to find some way to 
get closer to each other. Finally he nudges my thighs apart and lifts one of my legs and props my foot up 
against the shelf in the large shower. This would be easier if he fucked me from behind but neither of us 
really wants to relinquish the kiss. | feel his cock nudging against my entrance and | fist his hair hard. He 
starts to push in and it's both painful and a delicious pressure. 


"Please," | beg him, finally having to break the kiss to breathe. 


| want you so bad," he confesses. I'm afraid I'm gonna cum just pushing in. If | did it fast it would be over," he 
moans and squeezes my hip. It's been torture these past two weeks being so close to you but not feeling well 


enough to do this." 


"I know," | tell him. I've had a constant hard on for the past two weeks. I'd go jack off when you were sleeping 
but it didn't help, all | wanted was you." He pushes in a little more and | groan 


"Does it hurt?" he asks. 


"Yeah, but it feels good at the same time; don't stop, | need you inside of me!" | pant. 

"Not as bad as | need to be inside of you. | can't get close enough to you; | need you so fucking bad!" Izzy 
groans and cups my face in his hands and kisses me again 

"Then take me; it'll stop hurting in a minute, it always does. You always make me feel good gypsy boy." 


"Well if | didn't you'd stop coming back for more, you love what your dick loves," he teases stroking me. 


"| love you no matter what, you think you'd know that after the past couple of weeks!" | object. He smiles and 
lowers his mouth back down to mine. His kiss is deep and urgent; his mouth devouring mine while he pushes 


himself the rest of the way into me. | yelp and dig my fingers into his arm and back. 


"You ok pretty baby?" he asks in a shaky voice. He tries to be still as my body spasms slightly and adjusts to 
his girth inside of me. He has a beautiful cock, long and thick and bigger than you'd think looking at his skinny 
body. He whimpers under his breath and his hips rock back and forth thrusting in and out of me ever so 
slightly. "Jesus fucking Christ you're tight," he groans and | feel him twitch inside me. "Oh my god you feel 
good. He takes a deep breath and makes a fruitless effort to keep himself from thrusting but he can't stop 
himself. It burns like fire when he slides in and out of me even though it's only a slight, slow movement. 


| gasp at the sting and grip his hip bones to keep him from moving again. "Just give me a minute lz, it's been a 
while," | plead with him. 


"| know, l'm sorry, lm trying really hard to be still. | don't want to hurt you, | love you too much," he whispers 
and strokes my wet hair back out of my eyes. 

"| love you too baby," | tell him and nuzzle into his hand. He smiles and kisses me again; twining his long fingers 
through my curls; his other hand sliding slowly up and down my dick. | started to relax and when the burning 
sting subsided some | let my grasp on Izzy's hips loosen and let myself start to enjoy the feeling of his hand 
stroking me. He felt the change and knew he had permission to move and he pulled back slowly; sliding almost 
all the way out of me before thrusting back in. He groaned and pulled my hair in pleasure and | did my best 
not to screw my face up in pain. He repeated the motion, his hand on my cock moving in time to his thrusts in 
and out of my body. His mouth moved down my neck planting soft kisses in a trail along it and then moving 
back up to kiss and nibble the soft spot behind my ear. He knows it's my weakness and | whimper as | feel his 
tongue softly flick across it. He works on that spot and my cock; his other hand tracing slow circles on my 
lower back; moving in and out of me the whole time until | finally moan quietly in pleasure. 


"That's it," he whispers as | finally relax around him and allow him to move more freely. "Let me make you feel 
good, you know | can" Cocky mother fucker. But he's right, he can make me feel good, fucking incredible most 
of the time. Izzy's a patient and sensual lover, using his caresses and kisses to pull amazing orgasms out of 
even the most timid of partners. You can't help but be turned on by the way he touches you; I'm no exception 
His every touch sends a shot of warmth through me. My relaxed muscles let Izzy move around more and he 
changes the angle of his thrusts and driving himself right into my prostate. 


"Oh god," | cry out and gasp and moan when he does it again 


"See, | told you | could make you feel good baby boy," he whispers, smirking at my slightly dazed expression 
From that point on his concentration on pleasuring me is absolute; his mouth and fingers roaming to those 
spots that make me squirm and the hand that's wrapped around my cock moving skillfully knowing just what | 
like. Izzy knows how to love me; he can't always tell me with words how he feels about me but the way he 


touches my body tells me everything | need to know. He keeps riding me pulling groans and whimpers from my 
lips, whispering dirty things in my ears and every now and then kissing me in a way that takes my breath 
away. Pleasure starts to build up in the pit of my stomach and | moan into his mouth. 


"Izzy," | sigh. 
"Izzy what?" he asks and runs his tongue around the curve of my ear. 


‘Izzy, keep fucking me, just a little more, please baby, I'm almost there!" | rasp and feel the orgasm coiling deep 
inside of me. He groans loudly as my muscles begin to tighten up inside and thrusts into me harder. 


“Slash, cum for me, | can't hold back much more," he pants, his voice starting to get high pitched. | let the 
tension build for another few seconds and then let it go, crying out my pleasure loudly as my ass clenches 
down around him and white ropes of cum shoot out of me and onto our stomachs and chests. Izzy yells and 
tightens his grip on my cock significantly and pulling my hair so hard it brings tears to my eyes, holding me 
close to him with the arm that's looped around my shoulder and into my curls. He thrusts hard several times, 
his whole body stiffening and trembling and if you didn't know better you would think | was killing him listening 
to him. He takes a long time to come down; finally going limp and breathing hard in my arms. He sags against 
me and | hold him up as best | can, my own body still weak from cumming so hard. | pull his lips onto mine and 


kiss him lazily. He grins against my mouth and | return the smile happily. 

Feel better baby? Was it worth getting out of bed?" | tease. 

"I think my brain exploded." he says weakly and kisses me again 

| think that might have been from all the smack I've shooting you up with," | joke. 


"Nah, I'm pretty sure it's because | just fucked your tight litte ass! Holy fuck Slash | swear to fucking god 
you're just as tight as the first time you let me fuck you. Maybe we should takes breaks like that more 


often!" he says and smirks at me. 


"| don't think that's something | want to experiment with," | tell him and tickle the soft skin on his sides pulling 
him to me and kissing him again when he squirms. "| love you beautiful," | sigh unable to keep the words from 


coming out of my mouth. 


"I love you too," he says happily. We clean ourselves up and get out of the shower and decide to brave the 
outside world for lunch along with Duff. We walk down to Canter's and grab a booth and Marc comes out and 
sits with us for a while. | have Izzy, who's still pretty tired and run down snuggled up under my arm; his 
head's resting comfortably against my chest. We all talk and laugh and joke around with one another and Izzy 
eats his first real meal in two weeks and man does he put the food away. It's like he didn't realize he was 
hungry until the food touched his mouth and then he couldn't stop eating! He ate a huge pastrami sandwich, 
friench fries, coleslaw a side order of green beans and a brownie sundae. Duff and | are just amazed watching 


him pack it away because we've both tried to feed him when he was sick and he'd take about two bites of 


everything and refuse to eat anymore, apparently Izzy's appetite had returned with a vengeance along with his 


health. 
But he still tired easily and at one point he was almost nodding off into his empty plate. 


"I think you'd better take him home, looks like he's had enough for one afternoon," Marc laughed and gently 
shook Izzy. 


He jerked awake "What?" he asked looking around at the rest of us who were laughing at him. 
"Come on lzz, you're falling asleep in your plate; you need to go home. 
"You can carry me if you want baby doll?" he says jokingly with a hopeful look on his face. 


I'm not carrying you anywhere when you can walk, | think | dislocated my back carrying you around anyway!" | 
tease him. He pouts but slides out of the booth and stands up holding his hand out to me. | let him pull me to 
my feet and kiss me lightly on the lips. | return the kiss and right in front of everyone he grabs my ass and 
squeezes. | squeak and smack his hands off. Duff and Mark are laughing hysterically and | give them both the 


finger as | pull Izzy out the door. "You're a greedy little bastard you know that? Always wanting more of me!" 


He laughs and pulls me into him, squeezing my crotch. "I can't help it, it's what you do to mel" he says while 
nibbling on my lips. 


| moan and pull him towards the car. | don't know how l'm going to make it home. Somehow | do make the drive 
and Izzy, sensing my urgency and knowing that getting him stretched out enough to fuck is going to take a 
while jerks my pants down and swallows my cock. | let out a cry and he strokes my lower back and pushes me 
back onto my bed and climbs on top. He slides up and down my cock like an obscene whore; sucking and licking 
and taking me deep into his throat as his hands roam my body. | start to moan when Izzy's motions become 
repetitive and he speeds it up a little and sucks me harder. My moans become pants and cries and | finally yell 


out in excitement as my climax overtakes me and | shoot my load down Izzy's contracting throat. 


| keep whimpering and whining softly until he finally lets up. But he really is a greedy little bastard that can't 
get enough today and | suddenly find myself confronted with Izzy's length nudging at my lips. | laugh and flip 
him over and give him exactly what he just gave me. | swallow every drop of his cum, relishing the salty taste 
of him. Jesus I'm fucking ridiculously in love with him, every single little part of him. | can't help it, he's 


everything in the world to me. 


When he's finished and his breathing has more or less evened out again he pulls me up onto his chest and 
holds me there; stroking my hair with one hand, the other behind his head. "I love you baby doll; I've missed 
this for the past couple of weeks," he sighs. 


"Me too Izzy, it's nice to have you feeling better," | tell him and place a small kiss on his skin. He makes a 


funny noise and | look up at him and realize he's already fallen asleep. Poor baby; the pneumonia really took it 


out of him. | cover him up and move to turn on the TV; | can't sleep now but | don't feel like doing anything 


else. | just want to lay here and watch Izzy sleep. 


The Bomb 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry this is so short, but it's killing me to write. hate hurting Slash and Izzy! 


The morning sunshine breaks through the curtains and | crack my eyes open and smile at the sight of Izzy 
sleeping quietly beside me. He actually slept through the night; no coughing, no snoring, no choking, he just slept. 
Finally. | sit up and lightly kiss his face but he doesn't stir so | quietly get up and go downstairs to the kitchen 


to make coffee. 


| have the filter put in the machine and am reaching for a spoon when a hand clamps over my mouth and l'm 
shoved against the counter. | grunt as the air's pushed out of my lungs and I'm shoved up against the counter. 
| don't even have time to react before a hand's shoved down my shorts and wrapped around me. Only the 
person behind me isn't Izzy; they're too short. Its Axl. | still have morning wood and he's touching me,what the 
fuck is going on? | struggle and try and push him off and he does let go of my mouth causing me to let lose a 
funny sound as | suck in air-just as Izzy walks into the kitchen 


His eyes go wide as he takes in the scene in front of him: Axl, his hand down my pants, me hard in his hand, 
gasping as my mouth is released only Izzy doesn't know that he just let go of my mouth and | need air. Izzy's 
jaw drops and everything feels like it's in slow motion as | watch his heart shatter into a million tiny, sharp, 
broken fragments. | elbow Axl off of me and Izzy yells "What the fuck?!" and launches himself at me. The back 


of my head slams into the side of the refrigerator and we slide down into the floor. 

Then Izzy's hitting me and | can't fight him back, | wouldn't anyway but my head, oh god, what just happened?! 
Axl pulls Izzy off of me and the two of them start slugging it out. Izzy finally pins him to the wall and they 
start hitting each other and pulling each other's hair again and then they're on the floor beside me and | reach 
out to pull Izzy towards me but he just reaches over and shoves me away from him. "Don't touch me you 
assholel" he yells at me. 


‘Izzy, no, its not what you think!" | tell him desperately. 


"Liar! How could you do this to me? Why did you tell me you loved me if you were only going to do this?!" he 


screams, his voice breaking in anguish. 


"I didn't do anything! He just came in here a second before you did and shoved his hand down my pants!" | tell 
him weakly, pain throbbing through my head and making things sort of spin and tilt around the room. 


"Yeah, that's why you were hard in his hand making noise!" he snarls. 


| wasn't making any noise! He had just taken his hand off of my mouth when you walked in here! Don't you 


see?! He knew you were coming! He did it on purpose! I'm hard because it's morning and | haven't take a piss 


yet! Why would | do something that would hurt you?" | ask him. 

"| don't know," he says quietly and jumps up and runs out of the kitchen. | wouldn't believe me either. 

"No,lzzy!" | try and call after him but everything goes dark. 

| wake up to Duff pressing an ice bag against the back of my head which feels like it's going to explode with 
pain. | groan and he looks down at me and says my name as | try and focus on his face. My head throbs with 
the effort and | close my eyes again Duff keeps calling my name and | finally manage to whisper "l'm awake, 
where's Izzy?" 

‘Izzy's in his room," he tells me. "But you're going to the hospital to get your head looked at” 

"| want Izzy, please Duff, | want Izzy, | didn't do it!" | say quietly but even that effort sets off the throbbing in 
my head. | try and fight off the pain and the dizziness and sit up, | want to get to Izzy, but everything just 


goes black again 


Concussions 


Duff 


The past twenty four hours have been made of pure hell. | woke up to the sound of fighting and yelling going 
on in the kitchen followed by someone running up the stairs and then shit starts banging against the walls in 
the hallway. The noise sounds like it's coming from Izzy and Slash's room? What the hell? Those two are 
arguing that badly? I've never seen them that angry at each other, usually they're so disgustingly in love you 
want to puke. The angriest I've ever seen them is the night that Izzy slammed the dressing room door in 


Slash's face after Axl felt Slash up onstage. 


| groan and get out of bed and open the door into the hallway and look out. Shit is flying out of Izzy's door and 
into the hallway, it looks like its all of Slash's stuff. | step out of my room and walk down the hall and step into 
Izzy's doorway only to be confronted by Izzy who has Slash's guitar raised above his head getting ready to 
smash it into the floor. "Izzy what the fuck is going on?!" | ask him. 


He looks up at me; tears are streaming down his face and his eyes are fucking crazy. He just stands there, 
guitar raised above his head, staring at me like he doesn't know who the fuck | am or what in the world I'm 
doing there, maybe he doesn't know who he is. | walk over to him and take the guitar out of his hands and lay 
it down on the bed. "Izz, what happened, why are you crying and trying to destroy Slash's guitar? He loves 
that thing almost as much as he loves you!" 


"He doesn't fucking love mel | just caught him fooling around with Axl in the kitchen! Fuck him!" Izzy yells and 
then sinks down onto the floor sobbing. | just stand there for a second trying to process what Izzy said, Slash 
was in the kitchen fooling around with Axl? Somehow | don't believe this but obviously something happened 
because Izzy's losing it. | sit down next to him and try and put my arm around him but he shrugs me off. 
"Duff, go down to the kitchen and check on him, | slammed his head into the refrigerator really hard, | don't 
know if he can get up," Izzy sobs. "Please, | think | really hurt him. Maybe Axl too, | don't know, | beat up both 
of them" 


"Ok, I'll go check on them," | tell Izzy. | stand up and hurry down to the kitchen where | find Slash laying on the 
kitchen floor with a busted nose and lip. "Slash, you ok?" | ask kneeling down beside him. He doesn't answer. | 
guess Izzy did slam his head into the fridge really hard because Slash is completely knocked out. There's 
another large puddle of blood in the floor and shit is thrown all over the kitchen counters, l'm guessing that 
means Axl was ok enough to leave the kitchen. | feel the back of Slash's head and there's a huge knot there so 
| stand up and make an ice pack and sit back down and pull his head into my lap putting the ice on the wound. | 
smack his face a couple of times trying to get him to wake up and he comes around a little and asks for Izzy 
and says he didn't do anything with Axl and then tries to get up so he can go to Izzy but he passes out again 
before he's even all the way off of my lap. 


| end up taking him to the ER so he can get his head looked at and he has a pretty bad concussion but is 


otherwise fine. | bring him home after several hours and put him to bed and go to check on Izzy and find out 


what the hell really happened this morning. | got Slash's version on the way home but he's pretty in and out 
from the pain killers they gave him in the hospital. 


| knock on Izzy's door but he doesn't answer. "Izzy, it's Duff!" | yell but he still doesn't open up. | end up popping 
the door lock and Izzy's just sitting on his bed staring at nothing. "Izzy?" | say as | walk towards the bed. His 
eyes move towards me but he doesn't say anything. Several littlel bags of heroin are sitting on his nightstand 


along with a syringe and a spoon "How much have you had?" | ask him. 

"Enough," he says flatly. "Is he ok?" 

"Slash?" 

"Yeah," Izzy whispers. 

"Hell be fine. You have him a pretty good concussion though. What the hell happened Izzy?" | ask him. 
He sighs. " | walked into the kitchen and he and Axl.Axl was jacking him off!" 


‘Izzy, is that what you really think happened? He wouldn't do that! Axi's been after him for months and he 
never went for it, he loves you. | don't think that's really what was happening Izzy, he told me that he had just 
walked into the kitchen and was making coffee when Axl walked up behind him and covered up his mouth and 


stuck his hand down his pants. He had just let go of his mouth when you walked in the kitchen" 


"Duff! He was fucking hard in Axl's hand! | heard him moaning right before | opened the door! Explain that!" Izzy 
spits out bitterly. 


"Izz, you know we all wake up hard as a fucking rock If he hadn't taken a piss yet like he said then it makes 
sense. He said he wasn't moaning either, that he couldn't breathe. He did really have to go to the bathroom 
once he was awake in the hospital. | don't Izzy, | just don't think he did it. He's so upset. You need to talk to 
him," | say. 


"Not gonna happen," Izzy replies. "I don't have anything to say to him. I'd never be able to completely trust him 


again anyway." 


"Izzy, how can you say that? He's been the love of your life for months! What do you mean you have nothing 


to say? How can you just leave it like this? What if he's telling the truth?!" | ask disbelievingly. 


"He's not Duff. He's been the love of my life but | guess maybe | wasn't the love of his life. He's just upset 
because he got caught. Duff, why?" Izzy suddenly wails and curls up into a ball on the bed and sobs. 


"Izzy, l'm telling you, you need to talk to him. If | loved somebody as much as you love him I'd have to talk to 
them," | tell him and rub his shoulder. "He's just as miserable as you are. | left in his room crying. He loves 


you lz2" 


"I thought so too Duff," Izzy sobs. | sit there with him for a while until he finally sits up and goes to the 
bathroom to wash his face. | have no idea what to do with the two of them, unless | can get Axl to admit 
what happened..but no one has seen him since he and Izzy fought this morning. When | do find him though 
we're going to have a little talk, maybe he and my fists will have a little talk too. Izzy and Slash belong 
together, they're soul mates, rounding each other out perfectly. I'm not letting that red-headed weasel break 
them apart if what Slash is telling me is true. | don't know what Axl's fucking problem is but if he did what 


Slash said he did I'm going to fucking kill him. 


Fade to Black 


lzzy 

I've finally managed to get high enough that I'm completely fucking numb and it took some doing. | still feel like 

l'm in some sort of living nightmare though. My heart is so broken that my chest has literally been throbbing 
for hours. | just keep waiting to wake up and find my baby doll asleep beside me, but its not happening. What | 
saw in the kitchen this morning keeps playing over and over in my mind like a movie in slow motion. The sound | 
heard Slash making right as | walked into the kitchen, Axl's hand wrapped around Slash's very hard dick, Slash 


elbowing Axl off of him when he saw me and the terrified look on his face. 


Over and over | see myself slamming his head into the refrigerator and hear the cry of pain that came out of 
his mouth. | know | shouldn't feel guilty about it after | caught him fucking around but | do, | feel so guilty 
that it was me that gave him a concussion. Why do | always hurt people when I'm hurt? Last time we fought | 
told him | didn't care if he dropped dead or not and in that second | sort of meant it but when | saw the look 
on his face and the tears in his eyes | knew | had fucked up. Is that what drove him to fooling around with 
Axl? Did he fool around with Axl? Duff seems to think he didn’t and | trust Duff but maybe Slash is a better 
liar than I've ever given him credit for. | mean hell, he might have been lying to me for months about loving 
me and | fell for it. But he had no reason to stay with me if he didn’t really want to be with me..shit what 


happened here this morning? 


| come out of the bathroom where I've been standing washing my face for over five minutes while staring into 
space and stop in front of Slash's bedroom door. | press my ear to it and its quiet. He must be asleep. | crack 
the door open and the light from the hallway falls across his sleeping face; which is black and blue thanks to 
me. | walk over and look down at him and the urge to touch him is so strong. All | want to do is sit down and 
stroke his hair back out of his face and kiss his busted lips and tell him I'm sorry | hit him. My chest throbs 
and my eyes tear up again. All I've done all day is cry. | guess the smack isn't really making me numb. | get up 
quickly and leave before | start sobbing while I'm sitting there. | don't want to talk to him yet, I'll just end up 
getting angry and yelling at him no matter what he says. 


But he hears me leaving the room and he calls my name before | make it out the door. My name on his lips 
makes the sob that's been building in my chest spill out and | stop and slowly turn around. He tries to sit up 
but his head must hurt because he groans and wraps his arms around it and falls back onto the pillow. | have 


to grip the door frame to stop myself from rushing over and scooping him up in my arms. 

"Izzy," he whimpers. "Please don't go, please talk to me." | don't say anything but | don't leave either. "Izzy, you 
have to believe me about this morning. | know it looked bad but Izzy | didn't let him touch me, | wasn't fooling 
around with him! Izzy I'd never do anything to hurt you, how can you not know that?" 


"Everybody hurts me at some point Slash. | thought you wouldn't but | guess | was wrong," | say. 


"Baby, | didn't do it! Please Izzy, believe mel" he begs. 


My hearts breaking, | can't stay here. "Slash, | can't talk about his right now, it hurts too much, I'm sorry," | 
choke out and flee the room. | lock myself in my room and collapse onto the bed and cry some more. | hear 
Slash's door open a couple of minutes later and then the sound of him dragging himself down the hall towards 
my door. | expect to hear him knock on the door but before he gets there | hear another voice in the hallway. 
Axl. That fucker is dead! | fly over to the door and throw it open fully intending to beat the shit out of the 
little red headed fucker but what | see is Axl standing in the hallway with his arms around Slash. My heart 
breaks again, how is that even possible? | don't even say anything, | just turn around and quietly shut the door 
and then slide down it onto the floor. | can't even cry it hurts so much. | sit leaning against the door for what 
feels like forever but was probably only a few seconds when a body thuds against the door. "Izzy!" | hear Slash 
groan from the other side of the door. | reach up and push the door lock down and walk back to my bed and 


shoot up again. 


| don't hear anything else from the hallway but | know Slash is still on the other side of the door. But | don't 
open it, not even when he's crying so hard he can barely breathe and begging me to open the door, not when 
he's beating on it demanding | open it, not when he exhausts himself and passes out on the floor. Not for two 
days. Not for Duff, not for Steven, not for anybody. | piss out of the windows and do nothing but shoot up and 


sleep. 


When | finally do come out Slash is sleeping on the floor outside of my room. He hasn't moved for two days 
either. But | force myself not to care and | kick him out of my way on the way to the bathroom. He wakes up 
and grabs my leg but | shake him off and lock myself in the bathroom and take a long shower. | hate being in 
there too, it reminds me of being in here with Slash just a few days ago and making love to him against the 
wall. | quickly finish watching and get the hell out of the bathroom but Slash is standing outside the door 
waiting for me. | try and push past him but he grabs my arms and pushes me against the wall. | look up at 
him, the bruises on his face are turning yellow and his lip is healing. His eyes though, they're so full of pain 
"What do you want?" | growl. "Let me go, | don't want to talk to you. You must think l'm a really stupid piece of 
shit. | open the door to help you and kill that red headed bastard and | find him with his arms around you. | 


don't want to hear you lie to me anymore. Haven't you done enough?" 


| know what you saw, and | know you don't believe me but lzz, it's him, not mel | don't want him, | never have, 


all I've ever wanted was youl" 


"Well | don't want you," | hiss and shove him off of me and | lock myself in my room again. l'm lying, | do want 
him, | love him so much.. | cook up way more heroin than normal and shoot it into my arm and then 


everything fades into blissful silence. 


Indifference 


Slash 


| sit outside of Izzy's door for two days but he won't let me in | feel like I'm dying this hurts so much. This 
can't be real. The night of the kitchen incident | woke up after coming home from the hospital to find Izzy 
standing in my room. | tried to sit up and talk to him but my head hurt so badly all | could do was collapse 
back onto the bed. | tried to tell him that what he saw that morning wasn't what he thought but he said he 
couldn't talk about it, that it hurt too much and he practically ran out of my bedroom. 


| finally dragged myself out of the bed and crawled to the doorway. | pulled myself up the doorframe and 
staggered down the hall but | had to stop partway there because my head was throbbing so badly. | started 
walking again and | almost fell but guess who was in the hallway to catch me? Axl, that mother fucking 
asshole! He steadied me against the wall and | tried to push him away but | almost fell again. He asked me if | 
was ok and of course because | have the worst luck ever Izzy picked that second to open the door. | wouldn't 
have known he was there if Axl hadn't turned his head towards him. | swear to god | saw an evil fucking smile 
in his eyes at the look on Izzy's face when he saw us together for the second time that day. lzz didn't say 
anything, he just stepped back into his room and shut the door. | stumbled down the rest of the hall and fell 
into Izzy's door. My head was hurting so bad | thought it might explode and | had to sit down and catch my 
breath. 


| ended up laying on the floor in the hall crying and begging for Izzy to open the door; he wouldn't. | must have 
fallen asleep or blacked out again because when | woke up there was a pillow under my head and a blanket 
draped over me, | guess Duff or Steven felt bad for me and put them there. My head's not hurting so much 
so | bang on Izzy's door and yell for him to let me in but he won't. | cry some more, beg some more, nothing. 
Steven and Duff come by over the next couple of days and give me food and drugs and | only get up to go to 
the bathroom but Izzy doesn't come out. | can hear him moving around in his room so | know he's alive but he 
doesn't come out. Sometime during those two days Duff and Axl have a huge fight and Axl leaves to go stay 
at his girlfriend's house. Fucking asshole has to get between Izzy and me but he has a girlfriend! 


When Izz does finally come out I'm asleep but he kicks me or trips over me on his way out, | don't know which 
but it wakes me up. | grab at Izzy but he shoves me off of him and locks himself in the bathroom. I'm waiting 
for him when he comes out though and | grab him and hold him up against the wall and try and talk to him. He 
has to listen to mel | tell him that | love him, that all I've ever wanted was him and he says he doesn't care, 
that he doesn't want me. He looks at me with dead eyes and says in that flat, angry voice "| don't want you" 
and then shoves me out of the way and locks himself in his room again. | stand there for a second feeling an 
icy dread wash over me and then | have to run into the bathroom and vomit, although there isn't anything to 
throw up because I've barely eaten for two days so | just sit there and dry heave until | can't even do that 
anymore. | can't do anything, | can't even cry anymore. | just lay there and stare at the wall until Duff walks 
by and sees me. 


"Slash, what the fuck are you doing? Are you ok?" he ask me in a worried voice. | shake my head and just 


continue staring at nothing. "Where's Izzy?" he asks me. 


"In his room, he came out, said he didn't want me when | tried to talk to him, he's back in there," | tell him. 
Duff goes over and starts banging on the door but Izzy won't answer. Duff sighs and then walks away coming 
back a few seconds later with what looks like a bbq skewer in his hand. He sticks it into the little hole on Izzy's 


doorknob and pops the door lock. Interesting, I'll have to remember that trick. 
"He's passed out on his bed," Duff tells me coming back into the bathroom. The needle was still in his arm. 


"Is he ok?" | ask standing up and pushing past Duff and into Izzy's room. | sit down beside him and check his 
breathing and it's deep and even and his heartbeats fine so he didn't OD, just took enough to knock himself out. 
Sounds like a great idea to me. | cover his naked body with the blanket | had been rolled up in outside of his 
door and kiss the side of his face. How am | going to do this? How am | possibly going to live without him? This 
hurts too fucking much. | quickly stand up and go back to my own room where | cook up my own fix. I'm 
instantly numb enough not to cry and | grab my guitar (which is safe thanks to Duff) and slump down onto 
my bed and start to play. | don't even know what l'm playing, | just know that some of the pain goes away 
when the guitar's in my hands. 


The numbress is so complete that when Axl finally comes home | can't even bother to be angry at him. He 
apparently takes this as some sort of invitation because he keeps coming into my room and talking to me. | 
don't really talk back | mostly just grunt yes or no answers to his questions and keep playing my guitar. When 
he crawls into my lap a few days later and kisses me | just let him. | don't kiss him back | just look at him. So 
he kisses me again. Nothing. He sighs and walks away. What the fuck? 


About two weeks after that I'm in my room trying to jack off and stupid me | didn't lock the fucking door. Axl 
walks in and sees me and shuts the door behind him and locks it. "Shit!" | yell. "Get the fuck out man!" 

"Why don't you let me take care of that for you?" he asks in an evil hiss and walks over to where I'm leaning 
against the wall with my hand wrapped around my dick. It's my room so of course I'm naked, no reason to be 
dressed in my own fucking room, especially while I'm doing this. | move to grab the blanket off the bed and 
cover myself up but Axl steps between me and the bed. His hand reaches out and wraps around me and he 
slowly strokes me. I'd be lying to myself if | didn't admit that it felt good to have someone's hand wrapped 
around me again. | close my eyes and try to push him away but he strokes me again and | stop pushing. He 


strokes me again, softly and | hear myself whimper. 


| shouldn't want this, | don't want this, but | do, what | want is Izzy, but Izzy won't even speak to me. Axl's 
fingers are soft, so different from Izzy's guitar roughened ones; its weird but ok. | stop fighting him and he 
smiles and pushes me back into the wall. He starts stroking my cock again slowly and | can't help it, it feels 
good and | groan and close my eyes and lean my head back into the wall behind me. Then his mouth is on mine 
and suddenly l'm kissing him back and I'm so hungry for this, for someone to touch me. Axl's tongue is in my 
mouth and his grip on me tightens, his strokes increasing in speed and then l'm cumming hard in his hand and 
he's still kissing me and just as suddenly as he was there he's gone leaving me stunned and ashamed and 


horrified with myself. | can't believe | just let that happen. What the fuck is wrong with me? 


My solution to these feelings is of course more smack | spend my days fucking strippers in the Cathouse and 
my nights drinking on the strip or getting high. Axl comes to me a few more times and | get and give a few 
more handjobs. Then one night | let him give me a blow job. By this point I'm so numb and exhausted and 
disgusted with myself that | don't even bother to try and fight him off, | just let him do whatever he wants. 
When he leaves my room | cry myself to sleep. | miss Izzy so much. When I'm doing these things with Axl it's 
like I'm totally disconnected from my body. Its feeling one thing and my hearts feeling something totally 
different. Sometimes | have to close my eyes though and pretend he's Izzy so | can cum. The faster | cum the 
faster he'll be gone; not that getting off is a bad thing, I'm a 23 year-old guy, of course it's not bad. But it's 
not that great either. I'm so lost without Izzy, | don't even know who | am anymore; | don't care either. | just 


exist. Axl gets more aggressive, | become even more passive and things go further. 


The first time | let Axl take me is me is horrible. | say take me because that's more or less what happened; | 
just laid there and let him do what he wanted. | can't participate it in it the way | did with Izzy and it makes 
him angry. "What's wrong Slash? Am | not good enough for you? I'm not your precious Izzy? | know you don't 
just lay there for him; I've been listening to you two through the walls for months. Well you're never going to 
be with Izzy again so you might as well just get used to it!" he hisses. It doesn't help the situation; but still | 
don't make him stop. With Izzy sex was all emotion all the time, it wasn't just about the sex, it was about 
loving the other person and physically showing them that. This, for me anyway is just about sex. | don't know 
what it is for Axl, | don't ask; | don't really want to know. Axl's emotions are so screwed up all the time 


anyway it's hard to tell how he feels about anything or anyone from day to day. 


"Just don't talk about Izzy, | can't get through this if you talk about Izzy the whole time. Just talk to me and 
we'll be fine. You want me to want you? Make me want you." He looks at me for a second and then bends down 
to kiss my lips again, softer this time. | kiss him back and my body responds but mentally I'm not there. | let 
him fuck him me but | cannot get off. This makes him angry again and he pulls my hair painfully. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" he snarls. "Like | asked you earlier, am | not good enough?" 


"Nothing's wrong with me," | soothe him; my automatic reaction is to pacify him. You're hurting me; touch me 
please baby," | whisper in his ear and run my fingers through his hair. There's no way l'm going to be able 
cum without him jacking me off; maybe not with him jacking me off. | don't say this to him though, | kiss his 
neck and talk to him softly, nibbling on his ear; if | give back a little maybe he'll relax and this will be over 
soon. He calms down and wraps his hand around me and stops pulling my hair so hard. | manage to get some 
sort of noise out of my mouth that sounds like I'm feeling good and | try and think of something that will get 
me off. Most of these things involve Izzy which makes it even harder to be here with Axl but | close my eyes 
and imagine someone else's hands touching me, someone else's lips on mine, someone else's breathing in my ear 
and I'm able to genuinely groan." | can do this, just keep thinking about Iz." | think to myself and finally | 
explode as the memories run through my head. Axl groans and tenses up on top of me; spilling his seed inside 
of my body and fisting my curls in his fingers. | wince but manage to make it sound like a quiet moan. It's 


drowned out by the whorish sounds he's making anyway. 


When he's done he rolls off of me and pulls me to the side with him so that his lips don't have to leave mine. 
He smiles at me and | return the smile with one of my own but honestly | want to throw up. The act off 


giving myself to someone when | didn't really want to and not being in charge of it makes me sick. l've fucked 
chicks before that | didn't really want so much but I've been the one doing the fucking. Actually getting fucked 
when you don't want it is a very different thing. | didn't get exactly what Izzy was feeling when he was talking 
to me about Nikki but | get it now. | feel..disgusting, violated, dirty and ashamed. | swallow hard and concentrate 
on not vomiting. Somehow | managed to hold the contents of my stomach down and return Axl's words of 
affection. He gets up a few minutes later and goes to the bathroom and | move at lighting speed to throw my 
pants back on and run towards the front door. | grab my jacket and step into my boots and practically run out 


the door. 


Our house is in a neighborhood a few blocks off the strip but Izzy and | figured out a short cut to the bars a 
while ago. Axl never came with us so he won't know where | am. | cut through our backyard and that of our 
neighbors so that | can be alone and Axl won't be able to follow me. | get about a block before | have to stop 
and vomit in the bushes. | sink to my knees and just wretch; throwing up all of the liquor | had to drink in 
order to be able to fuck Axl at all. | really am a pathetic piece of shit on my knees in the dark puking my guts 
out because | let some guy | don't give a crap about, a guy | mostly despise screw me since | couldn't have 
Izzy. The thought of him makes me heave again but there's nothing left inside for me to throw up. | hear 
voices and move further into the darkness to hide but it's too late; Duffs lanky blonde figure comes striding 
back towards the house on the way home from the strip and following him is Izzy. 


"Slash?" Duff calls out. Then he's next to me squatting down on his heels and asking what's wrong. | hear Izzy 
snort in disgust and he flicks his cigarette to the ground near me and continues up the path in the darkness. 
My chest throbs at his disregard. "Slash are you ok? | didn't see you downtown," he inquires, genuinely 


concerned. 


"| wasn't out," | slur. "| was at home." 


"Well then what are you doing? Why are you out in the dark puking in the bushes?" he asks perplexed. 
"| can't be home, | had to leave or he might touch me again. | couldn't go through it again tonight!" | sob. 


"Couldn't go through what?" he asks, his drunken mind not processing what l'm saying quickly. He knows what's 
been happening with Axl though, he walked in on it once. He realizes what | mean and says "Oh, | get it" He sits 
back on the ground and | wipe my mouth and start to full on sob. "Hey," Duff says quietly, "it's ok, it's over. 
You don't have to do it again" We both know that's a lie. Duff lights a second cigarette and hands it to me. 
Then he stands up and pulls me off the ground. "Let's get away from the puddle of puke ok?" 


| blindly follow him as he pulls me deeper into the neighbor's back garden and we find ourselves under a stand 
of trees that were built to keep out nosy photographers. The trees have grown now though and their lowest 
branches are well above our heads and there's a hedge growing in front of us. Duff sits down under one of 
the trees and | sit down too and lean against the trunk and continue sobbing. | can't stop and | can't breathe 
and | can't do anything but cry. "Jesus Slash, what are you going to do? Why the fuck did you fool around with 
him?" Duff asks puffing on his cigarette. 


"| don't know!" | choke out. "He just came in my room one day and | was jacking off and the next thing | knew he 


was jacking me off and | don't know how it got to tonight! It doesn't matter anyway because now | let Axl fuck 
me and Izzy will never listen to anything | have to say! Duff | don't want this! | never wanted it; | never wanted 
anything to do with Axl in that way! | just wanted Izzy! If Axl touches me again | don't know if | can handle it! 
What do | do Duff? You know he's not going to take no for an answer! How did this shit happen anyway?" | sob. 
"That morning in the kitchen, nothing happened! How did it go from nothing to this? | didn't fucking cheat on 
Izzy" 

Duff reaches out and pats my shoulder reassuringly. 


"Swear you didn't do it Slashbecause when you're with chicks you cheat all the time. Whatever went down you 
really broke Izzy; | mean like really, really screwed him up. He drinks like a fish and he's always high. He says 
its so he can't feel anything. You know he never picked up chicks in bars? He drags some chick in the alley and 
screws her every night. He probably has every disease known to man right now but he would never know 
because he's so fucking numb. He barely even speaks; he eats and shoots up and sleeps and that's about it. He 
doesn't even want to play guitar anymore! | know you're dying too, what the fuck is going on with this band? 
We're gonna fall apart before we even make it!" | can't even answer him because he's right; we are going to 


fall apart before we make it and all because of our crazy assed lead singer!" Duff rants. 


"| didn't do it Duff! | swear to you | didn't do it! Why would |? | love Izzy, | wouldn't do anything to hurt him! 
Why would | take care of him the whole time he was sick and then turn around and fool around with someone 
else? All| ever did was Tell him over and over how much | loved him and in the end he still didn't believe mel 
Jesus fuck Duff | know it looked bad but | would never do that! You would think Izzy would know that too after 
all the crap Axl tried to pull right in front of his face! | would have at least listened to what he had to say if 
it was reversed! | want him back Duff, | want him back! | can't go home either! Axl's either going to be really 


fucking pissed because | left while he was in the bathroom or he's going to want me again, help me!" 


"IFs not like | can fucking hide you; your hair's too big! You want me to pick him up and hurl him out the 
window for you? He smiles at me for a second; pulling a tiny smile out of me. "You want to go out drinking?" 


he asks despite the fact that | just puked up about half a gallon of whiskey. 


"No, | want to go and score man. Come with me?" | plead with him. He nods his assent and we both get to our 
feet; swaying from how drunk we already are. We make our way down to Sunset and Gardiner where we used 
to live back when we just a band and before our feelings got in the way. | spot the guy | usually buy from and 
he follows me into the alley. | pay him for five folds of heroin and a couple of darts and Duff and head back 
towards the house. As soon as we're in the dark again | pull Duff behind a fence and pull a spoon out of my 
pocket. | cook up a hit and filter it with a piece of my cigarette filter. Once it's in the needle | don't even have 
to look to shoot it up. The warmth floods through me and | suddenly care a whole let less about what 
happened with Axl. | follow Duff back home and hope that Axl will be in his room so that | can slip into my own 
room unnoticed. My room; a room | had never even slept in until Izzy and | broke up. Well, until Axl set off a 


bomb that blew our relationship away instantaneously, incinerating every bit of love between us. 


Dying To Feel Dead 


Izzy 

"You guys are from Guns n Roses right?" the blonde with the perfect tits squeals over the loud music. "Yeah," 
| tell her, "l'm Izzy." 

"I know!" she says excitedly. She's pretty, little and blonde and young with big blue eyes and a pretty, red 
mouth and perfect tits in a black crop top and mini skirt. This one | wanted and | knew | would get her too, 
probably within the next half an hour. She'd give me something to think about for a little while besides how 
much l'm still hurting without Slash. 


If | was completely honest with myself I'd admit that | was fucking dying without him. But I'd never be able to 
forget what | saw. Even if | forgave him there would always be this lingering doubt in my mind. But even that 
doubt couldn't be as bad as the pain of not having him. | was too fucking proud to admit any of these things 
to anyone however so | lived in absolute misery that may have been partially self- imposed by my refusal to 
even listen to anything Slash had to say about what happened between him and Axl. | couldn't even speak to 
him. Not that he knew that; he thought | was just refusing to speak to him. 


| secretly wonder if Slash would even take me back at this point. I've been a real asshole to him but | see him 
looking at me sometimes with eyes full of anguish and | know when | see those eyes that he still loves me. | 
still love him, | love him more than anything which is why | was dying inside without him. | was dying on the 
outside too. | did way too much smack, probably had numerous STDs from fucking chicks | picked up in bars 
every night and drank a lot and ate very little. | had lost over ten pounds since Slash and | broke up and | 
rarely went outside now so my skin was as white as a sheet, the contrast between the color of my skin under 


my eyes which was dark black and purple. Classic junkie looks. 


| purposely turn my thoughts back to the pretty girl standing next to me at the bar. "Can | buy you a drink 


honey?" | ask her. 
"Surel" she answers. "Just an amaretto sour, nothing too strong.” 


| signal the bartender who quickly hands me the drink | turn and give it to the girl. "So what's your name?" | 
ask her; not that | really care. 


"Gina," she says. This is my friend Heather," she tells me and gestures to the girl next to her. Duff comes 
strolling back from the bathroom and | introduce him to the girls. He buys Heather, who's a hot brunette a 
drink | ask Gina to dance and she grinds her ass into me all evening on the dance floor. | finally get a chance to 
pull her into the back hallway and ask her if she wants to go outside with me for a smoke. She grins and 
follows me out the back door. | pull her into the doorway of the Chinese restaurant three doors down that's 
now closed and dark and bend down to kiss her pretty red lips. 


She kisses me back and soon I'm holding her up against the wall; those perfect tits in my hands. | move my 
hands down and under her hips pulling the tiny pink thong she's wearing out of the way and sliding a finger 


inside of her. She's soaking wet for me and she groans quietly when | touch her between her legs. 
"Do you want me babe?" | ask her as my thumb grazes over her clit. 


"Yes! Yes | want youl" she pants. | unzip my pants and pull my cock out of my pants. | hold her up and thrust 
into her gently. She gives a tiny cry and | quiet her with more kisses. Fuck this feels good. She's really wet and 
really tight. | moan into her mouth. | start to fuck her slowly, gradually increasing my speed as she gets 
hotter and more vocal. | whisper all kinds of shit into her ear about how pretty she is and how good she feels. 
Its all true but its all a line too. | feel her body start to tense up around my cock which makes her even 
tighter and | can't help letting out a groan of pleasure. She smiles at that and | fuck her a little harder. A gasp 
escapes her and her body tenses even more. Thirty more seconds and she grips my hair and my shoulder 
hard and moans into my neck as she cums hard around me. Her orgasm brings on mine and | groan out my 
pleasure into her pretty shoulder. 


When it's over | gently lower her back onto the ground and kiss her again. She smiles up at me and | grin back 
We straighten our clothes and head back into the club. The bouncer, Stan, gives me a thumbs up behind Gina's 
back when we come back in the door. | do this almost every night now and Stan always rates my chicks. This 


one apparently scores well with him. 


| find Duff and Gina's friend sprawled out on a couch in the back of the club and ask him if he's ready to go 
home. He's wasted so he just looks up at me and laughs for whatever reason. | haul him to his feet and we 
say good night to the girls who give us their numbers and we start walking home. People are all over us on 
the street though so we duck into an alley after dodging a bunch of fan girls and continue home in the dark 
I'm getting a little tired of getting mobbed everywhere we go. It's great to have the fans but not so great to 


be treated like a piece of meat people want a hunk of! 


As we're cutting through our neighbor's back yards on the way back home | catch sight of movement ahead 
of us and hear someone retching in the bushes. As we get closer | see that it's Slash who's on his knees 
puking. My heart drops into my feet; | want to stop and pick him up off the ground and take him home but | 
force myself to keep walking. | toss my cigarette onto the ground in front of him and snort disgustedly as | 
walk past him. Duff stays with him and | fight the urge to turn around and make my legs keep moving. 


Slash has been every bit as miserable as | am but unlike me he shows it a little. His eyes, which we almost 
never see now are eternally sad. There's no joking around with any of the other guys like there used to be. 
He's high most of the time and a lot of the time drunk on top of that. Duff, whose bedroom shares a wall 
with Slash's says that he cries himself to sleep some nights. | know that he's started fooling around with Axl 
for real now if he wasn't before too. But if you ask me it seems like he's not so much fooling around as letting 
Axl do whatever Axl wants. Duff says it doesn't sound like reciprocation when he hears them through the wall, 
it sounds like Slash has just given up and let Axl have his way. This becomes even more obvious in the weeks 
to come as their relationship is no longer a secret. They fight all the time, and | mean ALL THE TIME! If Slash 
wants to eat Axl says he wants him to sleep. If Slash wants to drink Axl takes his bottle. If Axl wants to go 
out and Slash doesn't or vice versa all hell breaks loose. It's just constant and Slash always gives in so that the 


argument stops. When the violence started | don't know; | just know that the sight of Slash being bruised up 


became commonplace and starts to be really strung out all the time. He starts passing out in different places 
downtown, starting fights and getting thrown out of clubs, and when he does come home he's so fucked up he 
can hardly walk or speak. | guess it's his escape from reality and his feelings. He's killing himself slowly in an 
effort to feel nothing. So am l; but | stopped caring if | was alive or not the second he broke my heart. 


A Snowy Chemical Wasteland 


Author's Notes: 
This is the last chapter in this part of the story. It continues with "Its Always Darkest Before the Dawn" 


Slash 
Three Months Post Breakup 


Its been three months since I've held Izzy. Three months since I've heard his voice speaking to me, three 
months since I've felt him kiss me and seen his face light up with a smile. He doesn't smile anymore, at least 
not in my direction. They say things get easier with time; and in some ways they do and in many ways they 
don't. I'm used to the constant, dull, ache in my chest; but my heart doesn't feel like it's been ripped in two 
only seconds before anymore. l'm used to spending my daze in a dull, grey, hazy state; but at least they're not 
completely black. So yeah, in some ways time heals things. 


| finally get used to fucking Axl and letting Axl fuck me. That first night was horrible but it got easier after 
that and one right he asked me what he could do to make it better; so | told him. He did what | asked and 
stopped being so rough and it got easier. Strangely enough he actually seems to care about me somewhat and 
seems to think | might one day have emotions again that don't involve pain. | have no such aspirations though. 
But when he's being nice to me, when he seems to care, when his kisses are soft and sweet, | let myself at 
least feel less like shit. 


Five months post break-up 


| don't know what to do; Axl says he's falling in love with me, Izzy won't talk to me and I'm tired of being 
miserable so | just let my heart go and take a chance on what's happening with Axl. | try and make it work; 
and for a while it does. | don't love him like | loved Izzy but | sort of care enough to at least try. | start paying 
for that though when | say the wrong thing one night and he slaps me while he's fucking me. | sit up and 
shove him off of me and am getting up to leave but he jerks me backwards by my hair and shoves me back 
down onto the bed. He pins my wrists to the bed and before | know what's happening he shoves himself back 
into me. "Get the fuck off of me asshole!" | growl. 


‘lm not fucking done yet!" he yells at me. | keep fighting him and he backhands me hard and | feel blood 
running down my face from my nose. This seems to set something off in him and he cums hard inside of me. | 
just lay there looking up at him and he looks so ashamed of himself. "I'm so sorry," he whispers and then gets 


up and runs out of the room. Its my room so | don't go after him. 


| just lay there for a second and then get up and listen at the door. It's quiet in the hallway which means | can 


make it to the bathroom with no one seeing me. | open the door and quickly move down the hall and into the 


bathroom that Duff and | share. Axl has the master suite so he has his own bathroom. | share one with Duff 
and Izzy shares one with Steven. | walk in and flip the light on and lock the door behind me. | pull my hair back 
and inspect my face where Axl hit me. It doesn't really look too bad but it's going to need some ice. | wash the 
blood off of my lip under my nose and no more blood runs out. | walk down to the kitchen and grab some ice 


and wrap it in a towel and apply it to my face. 


When | get back to my room Axl is sitting on the bed wearing only a pair of jeans and tears are running down 
his face. "Slash, 'm so sorry! | never should have hit you! | don’t, | don't know what happened; I'm so sorry! 
Not a word about grabbing me by my hair and continuing to fuck me after | pushed him off of me but really 
it was the hitting that hurt. He swore it was a one- time thing; then it happened again and then it was once a 
week, then every couple of days and now violence is just part of our daily routine. It's not that | don't hit back, 


sometimes | do but | feel even worse when | do then when | don't. 


Every time we it gets violent between us though he comes crawling back to me, sobbing and crying about how 
sorry he is and l'm so fucked up that a lot of the time | really don't care so | just say it's fine, that | forgive 
him, anything to get him to stop crying. After a while getting hit and having Axl hold me down or tie me up 
and fuck me just gets to be something that happens almost every day. | just shoot up a little more on those 
nights and the block of ice in my chest that used to be my heart grows a little colder. 


We start touring again, this time as the headliners. We've finally hit it big and | couldn't care less. | don't care 
about anything. The only person | cared about stood opposite me on the stage every night and acted like | 
didn't exist. He saw the bruises on my face if Axl left marks and turned away. So my heart turned into a 
snowy, chemical wasteland and stayed that way thanks to large quantities of dope. 


